BARBARIAN STORIES

religious decay, taking all the worst of chapel and
mixing it with mumbo-jumbo, and dishing it up with
the old sauces. It was raining pretty steadily too, all
the time.

They were all talking about it, or thinking about it,
and I suppose that was terrible. But I didn't think so,
and I was glad to see how deserted the Salvation
Army bands were. I was thinking of the Haves all
over the world, the owners of ships and mines and
mills and factories, and the bodies of men and
women: how some are good, but others aren't and
don't want to be, and all are protected by the justice
of this country and most others, and by that queer
feeling of property in things and persons that is one
of the oldest-established evils in the world, and has
been fostered by all religions and almost all laws.

The banquet of the owners was to start at I o'clock
at the Town Hall. They were received by the Mayor
and City Council in full robes, and police kept the way
clear for their cars. We didn't know who more than
a few of them were; they came from all over South
Wales, and were mostly mine or shipowners. But the
crowd knew quite amazingly and pointed them out
to one another. We saw that old villain, Sir David
Gunn, who broke the strike at Nantygern last year,
driving up; and someone in the crowd behind us
shouted: *Oh Dai, it is you will be the Goat this year!
Oh, a lovely Goat!' The old man turned and grinned
out of the window of his car, and I saw his gapped
teeth with little patches of gold in them. That was
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